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Spirit of Love Goes 
Through The Blue Door 


By Catherine de Hueck 


It was a sort of upside down affair that came float- 
ing through my memory when I began to write this 


article. 


The memory was of a Christmas night. It was 


upside down because no one came through the Blue Door 


in Harlem that night. 


I had just closed it, the last of our bunch—we had 
had much to finish up before midnight Mass—when I met 


the strange trio. 


night. They did not go through the Blue Door . 


That I most assuredly did meet that 


. » BUG 


somehow, and don’t ask me how—the Blue Door was still 


in the midst of it all. 
Perfectly Natural 

It was a perfectly natural 
meeting too. Nothing mir- 
aculous about it, nor about 
anything that followed. And 
it was a nice meeting, one 
that made Christmas Mass 
a little more joyous, and the 
meditations that followed it 
more profound. 

Just as I turned from 
locking the Blue Door, which 
gave me some trouble that 
night I confess (the key 
stuck or something) I was 
confronted with a very 
handsome Negro man, of 
middle age, and a _ small 

ounger woman, evidently 

his wife, who was holding a 
baby in her arms. I could 
not see its face, for it was 
all bundled up against the 
raw New York wind that was 
blowing into a gale. 

Very politely the man 
lifted his hat, and in the soft 
accents of the deep South, 
he told me that he and his 
wife were lost in this big 
city. They had just got off 
a ite train. He was a Ccar- 


poet hoping to get a 


tter job than the one he 
had in the little village they 
came from. But what with 
one thing and another, they 
had been delayed en route. 
They did not have any 
money. That is, he imagined, 
not quite enough for a 
night’s lodging. Perhaps I 
could tell them where to go, 
what to do, to whom to 
apply for help. 

What Should One Say? 


Having said his say, he],,; 


stood relaxed, polite, wait- 
ing silently for my answer. 
His wife, who had never said 
a word, but smiled once or 
twice at me, stood as con- 
fident and as still as he, 
seemingly sure I was just 
the person to se! them. 
Before my nd’s eyes 
came a vision of the tele- 
phone. I almost turned back 
and opened the Blue Door 
to start trying to contact 
some social agency that 
would attend to their wants. 
Then I looked at my wrist- 
watch. It was almost eleven 
o’clock, and that on Christ- 
mas Eve. Who could I find? 
Where? And if I did, this 
a family would have to 
rave strange subways. 


I could, of course, sendj|to 


esa Be taxi. I did have a 
few ra dollars in my 
urse, for a wonder. But the 
amily shelters of New York 
separate families sometimes 
.. . because of lack of room. 





Christ- 
Woman, 


LACK OF ROOM! 
mas Eve! Man, 
Child! 

It all suddenly hit me be- 
tween the eyes. 

Of course, I knew it WAS 
just a coincidence. Nice, in 
a way. So many people came 
to Friendship House just for 
that kind of information and 
help. : 

But this was not the time 
to send such a family any- 
where. This was the time to 
offer them personal hos- 
gg if for no other reason 

han to atone for the one 
that was not given a thous- 
and and some years ago. 

E. Pluribus Unum 

Of course. Why didn’t I 
think of that one before? 
There was what the Staff 
Workers of Friendship House 
called THE HERMITAGE— 
i.e., my room. It was so many 
things in one. It had a desk, 
a bed, a gas stove complete 
with oven, and a frigidaire 
of sorts given by the man- 
agement — it worked some- 
times. It even contained a 
sink AND laundry — a full- 
grown laundry tub. Yet, all 
in all, it was a cozy place, 
especially that night, for I 
had been given a tinseled 
Christmas tree about six 
inches high — a far cry from 
my lofty native Russian firs 
so stately in their majestic 
beauty. 

Tiny Tree, Tiny Crib 

The little tree was, never- 
theless, nice . . . very nice 
. for under it I had a 
miniature crib. When I 
came back from Mass, I in- 
tended to place the Infant 
there. 


Yes, the room was spick 
and span, and very, ver 
cozy. So why not invite the 
couple in to spend the night 
there? Tomorrow, maybe, I 
could contact the needed 
agencies. 

No sooner thought than 
done. “My” strange couple 
were still silent, courteously 
waiting for an answer that, 
surely, must have seemed to 
them long in coming. But 
they showed no signs of im- 
patience. 

Slowly, and, for some in- 
explicable reason, rather 
diffidently, I invited them 
the hermitage, apologiz- 
ing for its humbleness and 
its being many-things-in- 
one. Their smile broadened. 
The woman straightened 
herself, and looked taller, 
somehow as she pressed the 





child closer to her. The man 
voiced his thanks and pre- 
pared to follow me. 
Baby Is Unwrapped 

Thus we walked the three 
rather long blocks’ that 
separated the Blue Door 
from my quarters. No one 
said a word. Yet the silence 
was companionable. Once in 
the room, I made them as 
comfortable as I could. The 
unwrapped baby was lovely, 
I had not heard it cry. The 
man said it was a boy, their 
first born. I made them 
coffee, fried some eggs, set 
the table, and told them I 
would peek in after Mass. 

It was one of the most 
beautiful Masses I ever par- 
ticipated in. The thought of 
my three, snug in the cozy 
room, probably made it so 
. . . for personal hospitality 
to strangers ...to Christ... 
warms him who gives it so 








and grace 
with God 


and man. 


much that it is a blessing in 
itself. 

The Mass over, I rushed 
back to my room. To my 
astonishment I found the 
front door slightly ajar! 

That is never done in 
Harlem, where one uses sev- 
eral locks . . . just in case. 
It is the same wherever 
there is tension . . . segrega- 
tion . . . poverty. I pushed 


Y| the door open. The room was 


empty. 

The dishes had been wash- 
ed and stacked away, each 
where it belonged. No signs 
of occupancy was left what- 
soever. 

But the Infant I had 
meant to put into its tiny 
crib under my tiny tinselled 
tree .. . was already there! 

And a candle was lit in 


my window! 


It was Christmas’ Eve, 
1945. The place was Ger- 
many. Six months and some 
few days ago the war had 
ended, leaving in its wake 
destruction, poverty, and 
chaos. In a little village in 
Westphalia the inhabitants 
were preparing to celebrate 
the anniversary of the com- 
ing of the Prince of Peace. 
But in what a setting! 


Hardly a house was left 
standing in this tiny ham- 
let, which had once been 
the heart of a prosperous 
farming community. Winter 
in all its rigour had set in 
early and the villagers were 
not prepared for it. Most of 
them were without even the 
barest necessities of life. 

Life Continues 


But, miraculously, life 
went on. Children continued 
to be born. Young couples 
continued to be married. 
Old people continued to die. 
The cycle of Life was not 
interrupted. And so, on 
December 24th, 1945, these 
simple folk prepared to wel- 
come the Babe of Bethlehem, 
Who, Himself, had been born 
in a stable in cold and pov- 
erty. 

Towards 11.30, people be- 
gan to wend their way to 
what remained of the once 
beautiful village church. 
The tower and its surmount- 
ing cross still remained, and 
the bare walls. The roof had 
been destroyed by a shell, 
and the interior of the 
sacred edifice lay open to the 
wintry sky and to the four 
winds of heaven. 

A temporary altar had 
been erected, and the villag- 
ers knelt about it, much as 
the shepherds had done in 
Judea on the night of the 
first Christ-Mass. 


I was privileged to be one 
of those attending. Mass 
began. The solemn words of 
the village priest echoed 
through the ruined church. 
“Introibo ad altare Dei!” I 
must confess that my 
thoughts flew back home, 
where, in a few hours, Mid- 
night Mass would be cele- 
brated with great or I 
remembered our autiful 
cathedrals in Quebec, tha 
mother city of Canada, in 
Montreal, the great metro- 
polis, and in Toronto, the 
city of progress. And I re- 


membered other churches in| 


smaller cities and towns. 

Yet the Mass was 
same Mass. The Victim was 
the same Victim. And the 
people were my brothers and 
sisters in Christ — the same 
people whom I had been 
fighting seven months be- 
fore. 

The words of the priest, 
a German, brought me back 
from my revery. 

Glory And Peace 

“Glorfa in excelsis Deo, 
in terra PAX HOMINIBUS 





BONAE  VOLUNTATIS!” 
l“Glory be to God in the 


. 





the 


A CHRISTMAS STORY 


By Joseph Noonan 


highest and on earth peace 
to men of good will!”’ 

Peace to men of good will! 
These words struck a res- 
ponsive note in my heart. 
Who were men of good will? 
Here we were all together, 
gathered in this ruined 
church in a country which 
was still an enemy of ours. 
And yet we were all praying 
together, all participating in 
the Sacrifice of Calvary, all 
receiving the same Body and 
Blood of the Prince of 
Peace. 

Oh, that we all possessed 
the charity of Christ, Who, 
for love of us, had become 
a poor man, had lived a life 
of poverty, and had died an 
ignominious death on the 
Cross, crucified by men who 
were not of good will! 

I thought of the Mystical 
Body of Christ, torn by war, 
crucified again and again on 
the altar of avarice and 
hatred and sin. But I had 
proof here and now that 
there was still hope for man- 
kind. So long as men knelt 
down and worshipped Him 
Whom they acknowledged as 
their common King and 
Saviour, there was yet a ray 
of light in a very dark 
world. 

“If I Am Lifted Up” 

So, in my heart, on that 
Christmas Eve, there reign- 
ed a peace, which was not 
of this world. And, as the 
Mass proceeded, and as the 
Body of God was lifted on 
high in that wrecked and 
ruined church, heads bowed 
in worship, and the solemn 
words of Christ came back 
to my mind. “Yes, if only I 
am lifted up from the earth, 
I will attract all men to my- 
self.” 

Christ had been crucified 
once more in the hearts of 
men, and on the battlefields 
of the world. But now He was 
drawing these enemies to 
Himself. 

Bethlehem and Calvary! 
The Mystery of Divine Love! 

As the solemn moment of 
Communion approached, we 
all knelt at the same altar 
to receive the Prince of 
Peace into our poor, sinful, 
human hearts. Poverty and 
misery were forgotten. The 
Peace of Christ reigned amid 
all this desolation. 

We went forth from that 
ruined church, with new 
hope in our hearts. We were 
secure in the knowledge that 


\if we followed Him, as our 
|Kting and Supreme Ruler, 


we would come to the reali- 


zation of the True Peace, 


which He, alone, can give. 

I shall never forget that 
particular Christmas Eve. 

Though terror and _per- 
secution stalk throughout 
Europe and Asia, there is 
still hope. For Christ, though 
He be lifted up again, can 
still draw all men unto Him- 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


CHRISTMAS ... one short word that spans 
the whole world, weaving a net of light and love 
around it, trying to encompass every dark, hidden 
corner of it... to lift allup...up...to the Mystery 
of the Incarnation—which is nothing else than the 
mystery of the passionate love of God for man. A love 
so deep, so unfathomable, that it made Him, THE 
INFINITE, imprison Himself in the prison of our 
flesh. Made Him accept the helplessness of babyhood, 
the obedience of youth, the loneliness of manhood, and 
finally brought Him—in an utter annihilation of love 
—unto Golgotha and the Cross, to die there — THE 
TREMENDOUS LOVER — for love’s sake! 


CHRISTMAS ... one short word, that, if pro- 
perly heard, would light a responding fire in all men’s 
souls, and lift them unto the eternal road travelled 
by the Magi, bringing to the Crib of Christ the three- 
fold gift of themselves. 


The GOLD—of their passionate love for Him. 
The FRANKINCENSE—of their lives filled, steeped 
in that love. The MYRRH—of pain. Their mortal pains 
and tears, that will be changed into holy joy, IF they 
lay them on the grey straw at His feet. 


CHRISTMAS ... one short word, that opens— 
infinity—love—God—before our finite eyes. A season 
of joy that sings itself into the white heat of love, 
that sets souls afire with flames that reach to the 
very throne of God, and illumines the way to it for 
other men, for other souls. 


A time to be done with shibboleths, with 
pietistic platitudes, with gooey sentimentalism, and 
with maudlin feelings that have no room in a poverty- 
stricken stable, before a love so big that it could be- 
come as small as a baby—for all to see and touch. 


CHRISTMAS ...a short word, that is, or 
should be, to us a key word—that opens our human 
hearts wide open, and lets the fullness of our passion-- 
ate love spend itself in torrents of light and ecstasy 
before our Incarnated God. 


_ Thank God that we live in times when it is not 
possible, nor permitted for ANY CATHOLIC to be 
MEDIOCRE (Peguy). For the mediocre know love 
not. They are timorous and timid .. . “AND A TIMID 
MAN WILL NEVER DO ANY GOOD.” 


So let us be done today with all the UNESSEN- 
TIALS, and let us go TO THE HEART OF THE 
MATTER . .. THE INCARNATION .. . and touching 
the rim of its passionate love—WHO IS A PERSON 
—THE SECOND PERSON OF THE MOST HOLY 
TRINITY ... love Him back, with all the passion... 
the wonder .. . the utter surrender... our human 
hearts are capable of! 


For He IS the Tremendous Lover. And Christ- 
mas is the beginning of His love-making. Behold the 
Bridegroom of our souls has come to seek His Bride! 
Each soul is SHE. Woe to her if she spurns His love. 
The fruit of her refusal—is death. 


So, let us begin this Christmas. Begin to love 
God back, as He should be loved. In doing so, we too 
will enter OUR PASSION, and through it, and loving, 
we may bring Him the one thing He eternally thirsts 
for... SOULS. 

Then through that love, that passion of ours 
... we shall truly “MAKE UP WHAT IS WANTING 
IN THE SUFFERINGS OF CHRIST.” And thus help 
to restore His World to Him! 


HAPPY CHRISTMAS FRIENDS : AND 
MAY IT BE TO US ALL THE BEGINNING OF AN 
ETERNAL TRYST WITH THE TREMENDOUS 


LOVER. 











“And she brought forth 
her first-born son and wrap- 
ped him up in swaddling 
clothes, and laid him in a 
manger; because there was 
no room for them in the inn. 
“And there were in the 
same country shepherds 
watching, and keeping the 
night watches over their 
flock. 
“And behold an angel of 
the Lord stood by them, and 
the brightness of God shone 
round about them, and they 
feared with a great fear... 
and suddenly there was with 
the angel a multitude of the 
heavenly army, praising 
WG isn 
Me And The Angels 

I love the angels. I love 
the music they make. I love 
their adoration of Father, 
Son, and Holy Ghost, and 
their loving obedience to 
Mary. I love the glory they 
shed around them. I love the 
stories I have heard of them. 
I love everything about 
them. But I feel more than 
a little embarrassed in their 
company — especially now 
when, in imagination, I hear 
them practicing their songs 
in honor of the Immaculate 
Conception, and rehearsing 
their Christmas hymns. 
I suppose the _ doctors 
would say I have a_ guilt 
complex. They may be right. 
I am supposed to write a 
book about the angels, but 
I don’t know when I can 
even begin to outline it. So, 
when I suspect there are 
angels around — I mean real 





angels, and not. women — 
I look for some sort of pro- 


tective coloring, makeup, 
camouflage, disguise, or in- 
visibility. 


It isn’t good to get on the 
wrong side of the angels. 
But that’s what seems to be 
happening to me. I have too 
many books to write — too 
many otheregooks to write. 
A Yankee Angel 

It began with an idea. A 
friend in Massachusetts 
thought I should write a 
book about all the nine 
choirs of angelic spirits. I 
said no. I said I had no time. 
I thought I had silenced 
my Massachusetts pal. 
Uhuh! He sent me a batch 
of pamphlets. All about 
angels. He sent me numer- 
ous letters, urging, implor- 
ing, beseeching, command- 
ing, directing, imperiously 
ordering me to get busy with 
the white-winged spirits. 

I wasn’t happy saying 
“maybe, perhaps, if I get 
time, I’ll think about it, I’ll 
let you know, not now at 
any rate.” 

I thought I had cleverly 
sidestepped the issue. 

But who can sidestep an 
angel? In the midst of my 
shadow - boxing, came a 
deacon who will be ordained 
next June. There was a 
friend of his, he said, who 
had a job for me. She want- 
ed me to write a book about 
St. Raphael, one of the 
brightest of the angels. . 
What can I do? I love St. 














Raphael. Everybody in Ma- 
donna House loves St. Ra- 


~ 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 








phael and al the other 
angels. Everybody loves St. 
Raphaek, especialy. We in- 
voke his aid for all the 
travellers. We are fond of 
our guardian angels too, and 
we have given them names. 
We talk of them, sometimes, 
as though they were mem- 
bers of the Madonna House 
family, and as familiar and 
as dear as the angels we can 
see. 

I knew a young woman in 
Chicago, years ago, who 
used to lend me her guard- 
ian angel every once in a 
while. On my feast day. On 
my birthday. When she 
thought I was sick, or in-a 


jam, or in some terrible 
need. I liked having him — 
or her — around. 


He Commands Angels 

I know a bishop. who, 
through Mary, orders legions 
of angels to help him with 
this project or that, just as 
if they were sO many cap- 
able workmen he could hire 
for nothing but a kind word. 

I am attempting to show 
that I am of good will in this 
matter. The angels sang 
peace to men of good will. 
But I haven’t any peace, and 
probably won’t have, until 
I write the book. 

“I don’t doubt for a min- 
ute that the dear angels are 
putting pressure on your 
friend.” So a woman writes 
to my friend in Massach- 
usetts, about me and my 
worries. ‘“‘They’ll give him 
no peace ’til he surrenders. 
Now we must get busy and 
ask them to obtain the time 
for the poor overworked 
man. 

Here’s A Good Idea 

“How would it be if we 
made a novena_ together? 
I’m positive his guardian 
angel would get relief for 
him. How about St. Gabriel? 
Wasn’t he chosen patron of 
communications, writing, 
movies, television? Seems to 
me I read about this some- 
where. Has your friend 
thought ‘of asking the 
angels’ help to get on his 
feet again so that he could 
find time enough to crowd 
in an extra book?” 

What chance have I to 
wriggle out of it? Angels to 
right of me, angels to left 
of me, angels in front of me 
singing like thunder. Angels 
in back of me, angels sur- 
rounding me, angels implor- 
ing me, making me wonder. 
(Can it be possible angels 
can blunder? 

Me And My Shadow 

So, this Christmas, when 
everybody else goes close to 
the altar to look at the crib, 
I'll stay back in the shad- 
ows. I’d like to be up there 
too, and pal with the angels. 
(The closer you get to the 
angels the closer you get to 
their Queen and to their 
God.) But, the way I feel— 
I feel like an ungrateful bum 
— I don’t want any other 
angels to notice me. I owe 
them, these around me now, 
so much. I owe them too 
much. And I can’t do any- 
thing about it. 

Of course, if they could 
arrange it with Her Imma- 
culate and Imperial Majesty, 
their powerful and lovely 
sovereign, to give me _ not 
only the time, but the in- 
spiration and the talent as 
well . . . then, of course, I’d 
be only too glad to write a 
book about them. The world 
knows so little about the 
angels! 

I know so little about them 
myself! 

Hey, you want to join that 
novena the lady wrote a- 





bout? 


<== 
DIGNUM ET JUSTUM 
EST... It is right and 


proper to render thanks... 
sings the priest at every 
Mass. ... , 

Yes, indeed—IT IS RIGHT 
AND PROPER — for every 
creature constantly to ex- 
press thanks to its Creator. 
But then again, there are 
times when gratitude so 
overflows human hearts that 
it expresses itself in single 
gems of super-natural beau- 
ty, gems that stand alone 
and unmatched in the set- 
ting of centuries. Such a 
gem was Our Lady’s Mag- 
nificat. It stands alone for- 
ever in its unmatchable, 
incomparable beauty. Be- 
cause she herself is really 
the only creature who could 
say it in the completeness 
and fullness of Truth. 

We Too Give Thanks 

But like all beautiful 
thoughts, songs, prayers — 
it left its echoes in men’s 
hearts through generations. 
And once in a while ordin- 
ary mortals try humbly and 
reverently to lift their voices 
and sing their own tiny 
magnificats to the Lord of 
Hosts! 

In this hallowed month 
of December — I feel like 
that — having celebrated, 
on October 15th, twenty-two 
years in the Apostolate of 
Friendship House. I sit at 
this typewriter and look out 
of my window unto a scene 
of poignant beauty — that 
of a dead Fall being waked 
reverently by a young 
winter. My eyes see the 
Franciscan brown of dead 
leaves, of naked branches, 
etched against the _ sky, 
catching the reflected gold 
of the sun from the brown 
grass beneath them. 

Brown ... the color of 
the garments worn by the 
little, humble folks of yore, 
adopted by my father, St. 
Francis of Assisi .. . by my 
Big Brothers, his _ priestly 
sons ... my Big Sisters, his 
nuns and daughters... and 
by many of us tertiaries in 
Friendship House. 

Body And Soul 

My human eyes look 
gratefully at the beauty 
created by God, while the 
eyes of my soul slowly go 
over the other scenes... . 
other days . and over 
many beloved faces. All the 
while my heart softly sings 
its tiny magnificat of gra- 
titude. 

My gratitude holds the 
rosary of a thousand mem- 
ories. It begins, as every 
rosary should with the 
Crucifix and the Creed. The 
cross which . the Lord, so 
gentle, bade me and_ five 
others “take up” before we 
began following Him, and in 
the “following” express our 
Credo. 

That was way back in 
1930. Then came Toronto— 
the first “Our Father” of my 
rosary of memories. But God, 
the Father, is also our 
mother, and Toronto Friend- 
ship House is the Mother of 
them all. 

Ottawa, Hamilton, and the 
first Friendship House news- 
paper, “The Social Reform,” 
constitute our first three 
Hail Marys. 

And then so fast, and yet 
so slowly too, the beads 
come sipping through the 
fingers of my grateful mem- 
aries. 

Harlem, in New York 
City ... Chicago . . . Mara- 
thon, Wis. ... Newburg, 
N.Y. . . . Washington, D. C. 
. . . Burnley, Va... . Port- 
land, Ore. . . . Combermere, 
Ont. The birth of our second 


newspaper “Friendship 
House News” — then that 
of our third . . . “Restor- 
ation” — the birthday of 





(Continued on Page Three) 





December—i952° : 


It is good to be at Madon- 
na House these clear cold 
mornings. Assembled at 
breakfast in the morning, 
after having attended Mass 
and after having had a brisk 
walk home, we find warmth 
—warmth of body and spirit. 

Heat In The River 

Those facing the windows 
can see a small stretch of 
black, forbidding water run- 
ning through a wide expanse 
of snow. But the appearance 
of that dark stream holds 
no terror for us who have 
been here during the sum- 
mer. Like the river of life 
it flows. Blue and warm in 
the summer. Cold and gray 
in the winter. But we know 
that in the stormy months 
its depths still hold heat, 
preserve it and nurture it 
until God’s time will come 
to loosen the ice, until the 
ice breaks and moves down 
the path mapped out for it. 
It is good to be at Madonna 
House and know the heat in 
the depths of the icy river. 

Our small apostolate is 
growing again. It seems as 
though each month brings 
us a generous soul who is 
willing and anxious to de- 
vote himself to Christ in his 
brethren, Friendship House 
Style. This month our new 
staff worker applicant is 
Thomas Burry from Toronto. 

Advent, the beginning of 
our happy wait for the com- 
ing of Christ, is here. One 
of the boys has gone into 
the bush, collected evergreen 
twigs of pine and cedar and 
fashioned for us an advent 
wreath. It hangs from the 
center of the ceiling in our 
living room. The advent 
wreath. The wreath is wound 
around a wire hoop, with 
four candle holders and 
candles affixed. It is then 
either suspended from the 
ceiling with four wide rib- 
- bons or placed in the center 
of the table. 

Prayers In Advent 

On the evening of the first 
Sunday of Advent, before 
supper, our wreath was hung 
and Mr. Dee, the spiritual 
father of this family, lit one 
candle, and sprinkled the 
wreath with holy water. 
Then the following prayer 
was said. 

Mr. Dee: “Our help is in 
the name of the Lord.” 

All: “Who made heaven 
and earth.” 

Mr. Dee: “Let us pray: O 








By Dorothy M. Phillips 








God, by whose word all 


things are sanctified, pour. 


forth Thy blessing upon this 
wreath and grant that we 
who use it may prepare our 
hearts for the coming of 
Christ and may receive from 
Thee abundant graces. 
Through Christ our Lord.” 

All: “Amen.” 

Each evening for the first 
week one candle is lit and 
the prayer repeated. The 
following week two candles 
will be lit; and the third, 
three, until in the last week 
all four will be burning. The 
lighting of the candles is a 
privilege which is granted 
to various members of the 
family as circumstances per- 
mit. This custom is one 
which we have 
love and which reminds us 
daily in an ever-increasing 
manner, that as the light 
grows brighter week by week 
on the wreath, so should our 
hearts shine brighter and 
with more joyous flames as 
His coming draws near. 

Christmas Coming 

Preparations for Christ- 
mas are in full swing. Spicy 
odors issue from the kitchen. 
Parcels and boxes (not too 
many, unfortunately) are 
being opened and sorted for 
our Christmas party. On the 
back porch lies the bare 
Christmas tree and the twigs 
for our Christmas wreaths. 
The statues of the Infant, 
Our Lady, St. Joseph, and 
the shepherds are _ there, 
alongside the little log stable 
Wilfrid Bouchard made for 
us a few years ago. 

In the evening, carols are 
being practiced. A peaceful 
and eager sense of expect- 
ancy pervades the atmos- 
phere. 

We will soon start our 
carolling. Equipped with 
warm clothing, an old fash- 
ioned coal oil lantern, and 
a desire to sing God’s praises, 
we set out into the night. 
It is necessary for us to 
start early, as the houses are 
far apart, and when we are 
asked in to sing it is hard 
for us to leave. But once on 
our way again we look for- 
ward to seeing our nex 
group of friends. y 


May Our Lady, the mother 
of the Infant Jesus, ask her 
Son to bless our families, 
friends, benefactors, and 
enemies, with the grace of 
a Holy and happy Christmas. 





THR B’S CORNER 
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which falls in December. 
Five years ago it first came 
out. 

- And The Mysteries! 

THERE IS SO MUCH TO 
BE GRATEFUL FOR. But 
how to put down, in mere 
human words, the medita- 
tions on the Mysteries of 
my rosary of memories- 
Mysteries that follow one 
another, as they do in.all 
the rosaries said the world 
over? sees 

The Joyful ones, that fill- 
ed our yesterdays, and went 
adancing where all yester- 
days belong 
Sacred Heart .. . yet that 
still walk with us ss iron d 
and gaily through all our 
todays . . . and will, some- 
how, I know, remain in our 
tomorrows that have not yet 
come to us from His Sacred 
heart . . . but may. 

Then the Sorrowful ones. 
How well we know each bead 
of eve : 
the cold feel of the chain 
that links them together. 
Oh, how well we of the Lay 
Apostolate of Friendship 





into His}. 


decade of them, and]. . 


House know them! 

And yet how much we 
have to learn from them 
that we do not even guess 
at! 

The Glorious mysteries 
follow . . . filling our hearts 
with wonder at God and His 
gracious mother’s deigning 
to bend to our smallness and 
bless it so abundantly!!! 

Mary, Fill In The Rest 


How can this tiny, humble 
magnificat contain ... OUR 
... MY... gratitude to Him 
who fashioned, day by day, 
this rosary for us—His little 
flock of lay apostles .. . and 
fashioned it for His mother, 
who is our mother too? 
Perhaps I could express 
this feeling . . . that swells 
and roars and sings like a 
tidal wave in my heart... 
by bending low . . . until all 
of me... all of me... touch- 
ed the earth I came from 
and say . . . with the infinite 
reverence Mary will give me 
.. . “GLORY BE TO THE 
FATHER . . . TO THE SON 
. AND TO THE HOLY 
GHOST ...AS IT WAS IN 
THE BEGINNING ... IS 
NOW ... AND EVER SHALL 





BE ... WORLD WITHOUT 


grown to}: 





Yés, I think that is IT. 
This blending of my tiny, 
human, imperfect magnifi- 
cat... so filled with grati- 
tude and love ... with the 
GLORY BE TO THE FATH- 
ER. It may reach His ears 
. . . like the sound of seed- 
pearls falling on a silver 
tray .. . flute-like, gently, 
reverently ... as is befitting 
so small and unworthy a 
creature as myself. 

OR PERHAPS I COULD 
JUST SAY “THANK YOU, 
LORD”... AND LET MARY, 
HIS MOTHER, AND MINE, 
FILL IN THE REST! 


A Cold Stable | 
By 
Rev. John T. Callahan 











Christmas brings vividly 
to mind the words of St. 
John in the last Gospel of 
the Mass— ‘And the Word 
was made flesh, and dwelt 
amongst us.” 

He dwelt amongst us, the 
God-man, with a complete 
divine nature, and with a 
complete human nature. He 
came to dwell amongst us 
to redeem us, because of 
love. 

Love And Pain 

In love, the lover always 
wishes to spare the beloved. 
If the lover could assume the 
pain of the beloved, willing- 
ly and gladly would he do 
so. But there must be pain 
and suffering in love, and 
it must be shared. 

The husband would like to 
assume, or alleviate, the 
pangs of childbirth for his 
beloved wife; the mother 
desires with a great desire 
to endure the writhings and 
the thirst of her little one 
who so helplessly combats 
fever.. 

Christ too, in His love, 
would have liked to spare 
His mother and St. Joseph 
the cold and poverty of the 


stable. But such was not the}- 


will of the Father. Christ 
would have liked to hang on 
the cross alone—and thus 
ransomed man—and to have 
spared His mother and Mary 
Magdalen and John the com- 
passion and the pain His 
death caused them. Such 
would He have willed as a 
true lover of all souls. And 
because of this thought of 
what He would have liked, 
but could not choose, He had 
to cry out in agony, in the 
garden, “Father, not My 
will, but Thine, be done.” 
Love And Joy 

One day in His life, I am 
sure, He tried to explain this 
to His mother, as He gently 
placed His hand on her 
shoulder and said, “I am 
sorry it had to be this way,” 
and looked deep into the 
eyes where a pure soul hung 
fluttering on the lids with a 
perpetual “Fiat!” — Be it 
done to me according to Thy 
word. 

Another day He could take 
her hand and shortly say “I 
am glad”; and she would 
promptly answer, “I am 
glad.” Because both knew 
that whether it was a cold 
stable or a cold cross on a 
windy hill, pain did not des- 
troy love, but deepened it. 
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Pregnancy 
By Catherine Doherty 








Sep 


(As we have mentioned 
before, this column is dedi- 
cated to Patrick and Patricia 








Crowley, and the Family 
A postolate.) 
Pregancy, an _ advent, 


eternally renewed, in every 
woman entering the Holy 
State of Matrimony, brings 
forth the fruit of its blinding 
joy and love. 
| Pregnancy is a_ book 
written by the hand of God, 
each page, each day, each 
hour, reminding mankind of 
the First Advent ... when 
were hushed and 
angels | still waiting, 
waiting for the answer of 
a young girl! Her fiat, spok- 
en so softly as to be almost 
a whisper, shook heaven and 
earth, and began the _ in- 
effable, the incomprehensi- 
ble, the most beautiful Mys- 
tery of the Incarnation! 
Joyful Waiting 

Each pregnancy sings of 
that First Advent. Each is a 
time of waiting ... of joy so 
immense that it can only 
be encompassed by the eyes 
and soul of a woman in love 
and filled with the fruit of 
that love. 

How softly our advents 
come to us mortal women. 


They herald their coming}. . 


with a _ kiss. They speak 
louder, through the tender 
embrace of a man’s arms. 
They sing their Te Deum in 
a voice of thunder at the 
ecstasy of love. For it takes 
THREE to bring to us mort- 
al women our advents.. 
MAN ... WOMAN... AND 
GOD! 

At the last echoes of our 
Te Deum... the peace that 
surpasseth all understand- 
ing comes to-dwell with us 
. FOR WHERE LOVE IS— 
GOD IS . .. and there His 
peace dwelleth. Peace, still- 
ness, and Mary’s lullaby, 
bring us sleep that gives us 
strength for the thousand 
tasks of tomorrow, and pre- 
pares us for the infinite 
graces to come. 

Pregnancy ... the time of 
waiting. And for us mortal 
women the time of pain too. 
The discomforts of the first 
months .. . the fears that 
steal in the night .. . fore- 
shadow the real pain to 
come. For it is written — 
“that in pain we shall bear 
our children.” 

The Growth of Love 

It is also the time of 
EXPECTANT love. Like the 
child, love slowly grows in 
our wombs, in the dark of 
its pre-natal night. Our love 
grows as he grows; and — 
PERFECT LOVE CASTETH 
OUT ALL FEARS — and 
changes pain into joy. 

That is the tremendous 
secret that Christ, the fruit 
of the First Advent, has 
given the world. That is the 
SECRET OF THE FOLLY 
OF THE CROSS that comes 
to those of us who accept 
one “advent” after another 
with the same Holy Joy God 
has in sending them to us! 


Slowly the litany of the 


days of our pregnancy un-|B 


folds itself. Its accents grow 
each day . . . the notes of 
an unfinished symphony 
that will find the majesty 
of its completion only with 
the first cry of a new-born 
child. 

It begins with an exultant 
chord. We mortal women 
ARE SURE we shall bear the 
fruit of our love. It softens 
and almost dies — into a 
plaintive melody of half- 






















Te Beisate ct | felt. pal ae. 
ee up into e eme t 
Advent grows and grows, only to 


pause in the utter stillness 
of one ge Ee ge of won- 
der at the first sign of life 
within our womb... only to 
bécome anew, a slow a 
tic MAGNIFICAT of growing 
love and gratitude to God. 
Notes of Great Joy 

It chants the final move- 
ment in notes of joy, all wet 
with tears; and ends again 
in the strange exultet of an 
infant’s cry-— that re-echoes 
God’s Voice—pure and clear 
on this earth. 


Advent and pregnancy... 
the time of waiting .. . the 
time of the great prayer of 
Silence all women know... 
of utter humility and holy 
tranquility ... of a strange 
union with God the Father, 
from Whom all paternity 
comes ...a time of living 
with Mary and _ learning 
from her all there is to learn 
about expectant motherhood 
and motherhood fulfilled! 
Such IS pregnancy .. . for 
us mortal women. ONE 
THING IS ESPECIALLY 
INCOMPREHENSIBLE — 
WHY SO MANY AMONG 
US REFUSE IT. 





Dear Saint Nick! 


Dear Saint Nicholas: Of 
course we know that you are 
very busy, and with many 
things that are really ONE 
. namely that of extend- 
ing The Kingdom of God in 
the souls of men, especially 
on this His Birthday. We 
also know that, in a special 
manner, He has selected you 
to distribute His many gifts 
during this blessed season 











.}and make all men, in mem- 


ory of Him, do likewise, for 
unless they do so at least 
once a year, in the spirit of 
Christ and His love, they 
will not be able to see Him 


in His glory .. . or not all at 


once, after they die. 

It’s Like This— 
Of course, someday, we 
hope to ask you if saints in 
heaven can ever be too busy. 


Somehow we think not. That 


is really why we are writing 
you this letter. You see, it 
is this way. All of us in 
Friendship House, Comber- 
mere, are utterly poor in the 
goods of this world, but we 
have the blessing of acting 
as the hands of thousands 
of wonderful people who give 
us gifts to give to others 
poorer than they are. So, in 
a way, you understand we 
are truly rich. 

Yet in our rich poverty, 
we need a few things that 
will help MANY through 
many days, months, and 
years to come. A piano for 
instance. Surely there is in 
Ottawa, Renfrew, Pembroke, 
or some other town, village, 
or hamlet of our beautiful 
Ottawa Valley, someone who 
has an UPRIGHT PIANO 
NOT NEEDED ANYMORE. 
_Oh .. . how we do need a 
piano! For St. Martha’s, 
where youth would enjoy it 
so much and learn, with its 
help, to sing with their 
voices to the Lord. How a- 
bout locating us such a free 
gift? We would gladly pay 
oy freight charges IF NEED 


And Like That— 

Then there is the question 
of MAGAZINE SUBSCRIP- 
TIONS. You’ know that 
many come to our Library. 
You know that we enjoy 
reading good Catholic mag- 
azines even as they do, for 
the more we know God, the 
more we will love Him. Per- 
haps you, with your nice 
oratory, could even persuade 





guessed shadows, of half- 


Editors of these magazi 
(Continued on Page ogg 
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SSS 
_ DEAR SAINT NICK 


“(Continued from Page Three) 
tosend us exchange copies 
fér* our own little paper, 
Restoration, or something 
.v-, but if not maybe you 
could find folks who would 
subscribe to them for us? It 
would not take you more 
than a minute... IF YOU 
REALLY PUT YOUR MIND 
TO IT... PLEASE DO. Here 
is our list of magazines: 

INTEGRITY .. . COM- 
MONWEAL.. . AMERICA .. 
SIGN .. CROSS CURRENTS 
... HOMILETICAL AND 
PASTORAL REVIEW .. 
LUMEN VITAE .. . OUR 
LADY’S DIGEST . . BLACK- 
FRIARS . . SPIRITUAL 
LIFE . . CATHOLIC HER- 
ALD .. (The last three are 
English papers). TODAY. . 
SACRED HEART MESSEN- 
GER .. AVE MARIA. . THE 
BOY .. TOPIX . . LITUR- 
GICAL ART . . WORSHIP. 
And any other good Catho- 
lic mags. Anyone of these 
can be subscribed to at St. 
Benet’s Library, for instance, 
corner of Wabash Ave. and 
Congress St., in Chicago, 
personally or by mail. Or in 
Canada, at the Campion 
Book Store, 2000 Peel St., 
Montreal, P.Q. ; 

Oh yes. Don’t forget, 
please, to tell them to send 
the mags to MADONNA 
HOUSE, COMBERMERE, 
ONTARIO, CANADA. 

And PRETTY PLEASE .. 
don’t forget that UPRIGHT 
PIANO! 

Happy Christmas to you 
too, St. Nicholas. 

—The Staff Workers 





Lord, Teach Us 
How To Pray! 


By Francoise De Castro 











Nobody can teach us 
prayer except the Holy 
Ghost. He, only, will reveal 
to us how sweet and desir- 
able it is. “O taste and see 
that the Lord is sweet.” No- 
body can teach us how to 
pray except Christ. “Lord, 
teach us how to pray.” 

But we can talk about 
prayer, as people who have 
traveled in a foreign country 
sometimes gather to share 
their impressions. Other 
gos listen, and it ~~. 
hat they too want to travel 
there, because they have 
been told it is a beautiful 
country. 

One Travels Alone 

‘Nobody can travel there 
for us. Prayer is an exper- 
ience. We learn to pray by 
praying. And every exper- 
ience is unique. But if we 
come together, and in all 
simplicity, share. our ex- 
periences, we can help one 
another. Each one of us has 
something to give. There is 
no need to be afraid. We are 
all alike, all children of God, 
creatures faced with their 
Creator: All we need is to 
love, and trust Him. 

There’ are certain laws of 
Prayer. A map of the coun- 
try, to go back to our image, 


_| thing, 


has been drawn by the bold- 
est explorers. The best of all 
was, of course, the Son of 
the King ruling the country. 
He came to teach us the way 
to the Kingdom of His 
Father. In fact, He was the 
Way. His disciples sensed it, 
when they begged Him one 
day, after having seen Him 
praying among them, “Lord, 
teach us how to pray.” 

Prayer is indeed the pearl, 
for which the rich man is 
ready to sell everything he 
has. Indeed we must sell 
everything. We must forget 
everything, surrender every- 
and then we are 
ready. “Lord, teach us how 
to pray.” 

The Choice Pearl 

He taught thus “Our 
Father who art in Heaven, 
hallowed be Thy name. Thy 
Kingdom come, Thy Will be 
done, on earth as it is in 
heaven.” 

Our first duty is to praise 
God, to hope for His king- 
dom to come, to surrender 
our will to His... 

And then we ask. Asking 
is a very important part of 
prayer. As a matter of fact, 
it is so important that in the 
common language it became 
the only sense of the word. 
We pray for bread, for for- 
giveness, for sanctity. (De- 
liver us from the evil spirit.) 
We must pray for every- 
thing. I would not be _ too 
surprised to hear that some 
saint has prayed for the sun 
to rise tomorrow. God loves 
our prayer so much it surely 
pleases Him to hear us pray, 
even for the things which 
will happen whether we pray 
or not. The more we pray, 
the more we please Him. He 
made that clear enough. 

Because, just after the: 
“Our Father,” He told us a 
little story; which, if we look 
at it attentively, we find 
quite extraordinary, and 
even a little shocking. 

Ashamed To Ask? 

“Let us suppose that one 
of you has a friend to whom 
he goes at dead of night, 
and asks him: ‘Lend me 
three loaves of bread, neigh- 
bor; a friend of mine has 
turned in to me after a 
journey, and I have nothing 
to offer him.’ And suppose 
the other answers from 
within doors: ‘Do not put me 
to such trouble, the door is 
locked, my children and I 
are in bed; I cannot bestir 
myself to grant thy re- 
quest’.” 

At this point of the story, 
decency, and seemingly, 
charity, might compel every- 
one of us to retire, saying 
“I am sorry I woke you.” 

But such is not the end. 
“T tell you,” said Christ, 
“even if he will not bestir 
himself to grant it out of 
friendship, shameless asking 
will make him rise and give 
his friend all that he needs.” 


The important word, it 
seems to me, is “shameless.” 
So often shame hides pride. 
It is hard to ask. It is easier 
to give. Even to God, we 
would like to say: “I give this 
and that to you, I make this 








sacrifice for you.” But to 


wo 
‘except the will of our 
ewe “Thou art my God, 


because thou hast no need 
of my goods.” We can only 
ask, and ask, and ask, but 
God likes that! 

“And I say the same to 
you: ask, and the gift will 
come, seek and you shall 
find; knock, and the door 
shall be opened to you. 
Everyone that asks, will re- 
ceive; that seeks, will find; 
that knocks, will have the 
door opened to him.” 

No Parable Here 

Has Christ ever spoken 
more clearly? Here is no 
parable, but the promise of 
the Lord. (Pray for us, O 
holy mother of God, that we 
may be made worthy of the 
promises of Christ!) Christ 
promised that, should we 
ask, we should receive! 

If only we believed in 
these words, if only we lived 
up to them, we would never 
be discouraged, however un- 
espe the hardship might 

e. 

We are tired? Let us pray 
for strength. We are anx- 
ious? Let us pray for trust. 
We are angry, and cannot 
overcome our anger? Let us 
pray for patience. 

Some saints went so far 
as to put the necessity of 
prayer before the exercise of 
our will, the acquirement of 
virtues: “If you want chas- 
tity, pray,” says St. Angela 
of Foligno. “If you want 
patience, pray; If you want 
humility, pray.” 

And above all, if we want 
prayer, let us pray. 

Among ourselves, if a 
father is asked by his son 
for bread, will he give him a 
stone? Or for a fish, will he 
give him a snake instead of 
a fish? Or if he is asked for 
an egg, will he give him a 
scorpion? Why then, if you, 
evil as you are, know well 
enough how to give your 
children what is good for 
them, is not your Father 
much more ready to give, 
from heaven, His gracious 
Spirit to those who ask Him? 

What To Pray For 

Our Lord has warned us 
against unnecessary prayer: 
Your Father knows that you 
need these things. “What we 
must pray for, is, above all, 
His Gracious Spirit. And His 
Spirit will teach us faith, 
hope, charity, and prayer. 
Nobody can say, ‘Abba, Fath- 
er,’ except in the Holy 
Spirit,” says St. Paul. 

Who then shall be afraid? 
Who will say, “I do not know 
how to pray, I am not a 
contemplative, I don’t un- 
derstand all these books.” 
Intelligence, contemplation, 
and holiness will come to us 
through prayer. Whoever we 
are, let us start; without 
fear, without false humility. 
Only two things are neces- 
sary for prayer: to love God, 
and to pray. To love is to 





God we cannot give any- 


pray. 
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“oy” 


By Catherine Maynard 





If you can get to Mass by 
seven-thirty, 

That means you’ve made 
your bed and washed your 
hands and face, 

And dressed yourself and 
left all things in order, 
Because Francoise now has 

charge of the place; 

If you can get through 
breakfast, all the chatter, 
The “Pass me _ this” or 
“Who’s got a cigarette?” 

And then clean off the table, 
scrape ’n stack ’um, 

And wash and dry and sweep 
—yYou’re not through yet! 


If you can clean the stove— 
Empty the garbage, 

So when you’re through, be- 
hold a room that 
sparkles— 

Have you done everything? 
Now stop and think! 

If you can help poor Gemma, 
then, go to if 

Potatoes must be peeled and 
carrots, too! 

Oh, gosh, today is bread day; 
and today the 

Washing of the floor is due. 


So just as you get set—Up 
to the elbows— 

Someone decides that you 
should go 

Into the other room and 
help poor Francoise , 

But NOT because she is too 
slow. 

If both of you can finish by 
ten-thirty, 

If you can shake the rugs 
nad dust the shelves and 
floor, 

And water plants and clean 
the hall and stairway, 
You must be through — 
there can’t be anymore!! 


If you can leave the lecture 
at eleven-thirt 

And set the table — Don’t 
forget a thing! 

Remember all the _ special 
menus, the salt ’n bread 
’n milk. 

Gosh! Time for the bell to 
ring! 
If you can help with dishes, 
though not scheduled, 
So everyone can go to 
church, and then 

Return in time to. start 
washing the windows 

’N do so well, they’ll ask you 
to again— 


If you can keep on smiling, 
when another 

Decides there is some greater 
work for you to do, 
If arn can be the picture of 
.O.* and resignation 
And go and do it—Love will 
pull you through— 

If you can gather all the 
bits together 

And drag into the library for 


tea, 
And smile and chat; perhaps 


you'll get a letter— 
Oh, Lord, 
THIS 
THEE!! 
If you can fill the minutes 
until vi 


per 
“With sixty seconds worth 
of distance run,” 


I wouldn’t do 
for anyone but 





Addressing, folding, sorting, ! 





stamping, sealing, 


=== 

A million little jobs that 
must be done, 

If you're still in a vertical 
position 

You lend a hand; the table 
must be set, 

You’re running back and 
forth to hall and kitchen, 

The things you just took off 
—Again you get. 


If you can get through 
Compline and the Rosary 

And not give in and lie down 
on the couch, 

’T would be the lesser of two 
evils, though— 

I’d rather have you sleep 
than be a grouch! 

If you can stagger out into 
the kitchen, 

—— even looking at the 
ist, 

If you can go through dishes 

or the third time 

Instead of hiding in a corn- 
er, where you might be 
missed. 


If you can still stay bright 
and chipper 

And sing or dance or play a 
game of “Forty-five” 

By nine-thirty in the even- 
ing, you pinch yourself 

To see if you’re still alive, 

If you can roll yourself over 
to St. Martha’s 

Undress and wash and still 
have strength to pray, 

If you can thank the Lord 
for all He’s given you, 

And even look forward to 
another day, 


If you can do all this — No 
doubt about it, 

You’ve got what we want! 
You’re here to stay!! 


B.O.* in Friendship Houes 
language means Blind 
Obedience. 





A CHRISTMAS STORY 


(Continued from Page One) 
self — Jews, Mahometans, 
infidels, Christians, Com- 
munists, one and all. 

Although Antichrist seems 
to conquer, and although 
the future looks dark and 
grim, let us remember these 
words, “CHRISTUS REG- 
NAT! CHRISTUS VINCIT! 
CHRISTUS IMPERAT! ... 
CHRIST REIGNS! CHRIST 
CONQUERS! CHRIST COM- 
MANDS!” 

Let us remember these 
words this Christmas Eve, 
as we kneel to receive the 
Prince of Peace. And let us 
pray for peace, for all men 
of good will. 
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